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Go Feel What T Have Felr,

GO, feel what 1 have felt
v, beur what have bHor
Bink ‘neath a Livw a futher dealr
And the cold, Wl worll’s sovrn,
Thas wir fratn yelr 10 Year
Thy sole relief the acalding Lenr,
Go, weep an 1 huve wept
O'er a loved fnther's fall,
Bee every cherished prothilss soept,

Youth's swentness turnsd to gall:
Hope'n faded flowers all the way
That ied me up to woman's Say,

Firewed

Go, kneal an T have knel!:
Tmplors, besesch and pray,
Btrive the besotted heart to melt,
The downward courss te stay;
e cant with Ditter curss pafle
Thy prayers burlesqued, thy tears defied.
Go, stand where | have siond,
Pnd gee the strong s b
With gnashing teoth, Ilps bathed in blood,
And cold and livlid brow
Go, eatch his wandering glance®, snd see
There mirrored his sonl’s misers

Go, hear what [ have h
The sobs of sad despair,
As memnry’s feeling font hath stirred,
And fts revealings
Have told him what he might havs heen,
Had he the drunkard's fate foressoen,

w

Go to my mother's side,
And her crushed spirit cheer:
Thine own deep anguish hide,
Wips from her check the tear;
Mark her dimméed eyé, her rowed hrow,
The gray that streaks her durk hair now,
The tallworn frame, the trembling limb,
And trace the ruln back to him
Whose plighted falth, In carly youth,
Promised eternal love and truth,
Put who, foresworn, hath yielded up,
This promise to the deadly cup,
And let her down from love and light,
From all that made her pathwoy bright,
And chained her thera “mid want and
strife,
That lowly thing—a drunkard’'a wife!
And stamped on childhood's hrow, so mild,
That withering blight—-a drunkard's
chila!

Go. hear and see and foel and know
All that my =oul hath folt and known;

Mhen look within the wice-cup's glow;
Bea {f its brightness can atone;

Think, 1f its flavor you would try,

If all proclaimed—"tis drink and dia
Tall me 1 hats the bowl—

Hate Is & feeble word;
1 loathe, abhor, my very soul

By strong disgust le stirrred
Whene'er 1 see, or hear, or tell

Of the dark beverage of hell!
—Anonymaun

Katie's Recret.
The sunlight Is beautiful, mother,
And sweetly the flowers bloom to-day.
And bipds in the branches of bawthorn,
Are carolling sver so gay.
And down by the rock in the meadow
The rill rippleas with a song,
And, mother, [ too have been singing
The merriest a1l the day long.

Last night 1 was weeping, dear mother,
Last night 1 was weeping alone,

The world seemed so dark and so dreary,
My Bbeart It grew heavy as stone,

1 thought of the lonely and loveless,
All lonely and loveless was L

1 scarce could tell why it wns, mother;]
But then 1 was wishing to dle

Last night T was weeping, dear mother,
When Wilile came down Ly the gate
And whispered, *“come out in the moon-

« Nizht,
For 1 have something to say to you.
Kate™
Oh, mother, to him T am fdearer,
Than all this wide world beside
For he told me so out in the moonlight,
And he called me his darling, his brice.

Bo now 1 will gather the roses,
To twine in my loog bralded halr,
And Willle will come in the evening.
And smilo when he sees me wxo fair,
Mhen out in the moonlight we'll wander
‘Way down by the old hawthorn tres,
Oh, mother, T wonder if any
Wers ever po happy as we.

Preamy Eyes That Haunt Me Still.

Far away in mem'ry’s valley
Steals my beart In sweot delight
To my little mweetheart, Allle,
Who was once my life and light
Bhe bas left me sad and lonely,
Tears unbidden come at will.
Bhe has loft no token—only
Dreamy eyes that haunt me stiil

CHORTUS.
Bhe has*left me snd and lonely,
Wand'ring down life's rugged bIL
She has Jeft me ncthing only
Dreamy eyes that baunt me still

Life seemed long and bright before un;
Bwiftly did the moments go.

Boon a cloud enme ghiding o'er us:
Turning happiness to woe,

And my pathway, once so cheerful,
Strewn with flow'rs on ev'ry side,

Now s lonely, sad and tearful,
For I've lost my heart's sweet pride,

REM
i Star Bf hope above me beaming,
mact Emile upon me in your pride
Cend Of the past I'm sadly dreaming,
tral Bince affection’s roses died,
ingu Yeuars may come and years may vanlsh,
men SUll my beart with pain will Qi
for 1 can never, never banlsh
thel Dreamy eyes Lhat haunt Ine sl
trac) ~John T. Hullelge
know p
::“. & The Blessing of Song.
The " What & friend we have In Josu
,..,.,J, ﬂ!"‘ Sang u Httle child one day,;
madg © And & Welry woman listened
feot ' To the darling's happy lay.
¥, All her life seemed dark and gloomy,
- All ber heart was sad with cars;
+ Bwestly rang out baby's treble—
“All our sins and griefs 10 bear.”
+ Bbe was pointing out the Savior,
Whe could carry every woe,
Vv And the one who sadly Hstened
L™ Noeded that dear helper sol
* Bin and grief were heavy burdens
For a falnting soul to bear;
,  But the baby, singing, bade her
“Take It to the Lord In prayer.”
7T With a simple, trusting spirit,
Weak and worn, she turned to God,
Asking Christ to tuke her burden,
As He was the sinner's Lord,
.. Jesus was the only refuge,
. He could take her sin and care,
% And He blessed the weary woman
©,. 'When she came 10 Him in prayer.
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Farews Wl i ter 1 i
When the rs in 1 T T i V8.
Adleqn, adiet she speaks Bt
Buy m ve “posd LI by."
Farewsil, farewsll, may bo softly sald,
With & tear, perhiapes ¥ siem
But give to ma wheén Jove -8 purt
| That swest old word, “Good-by."
The Bells of Shandon.
| Y1th Aeep affection and recollection
1 often think of the Shandon bells,
Whose scunds so wild weald, In days of
il heod,
Fllng *ro my cradle thelr magle spells
On this 1 ponder where'er I wander,
And thus grow fonder, sweet Cork, of
thee,
With thy bells of Shandon
That sound w6 grand on
The plensant waters of the Jiver Lea
I hove heard belis chiming full many &
™ eithl'mely In eathedrnl chime;
A gllbe ruts brass fongues wonld
ale
thelr musle spoke nauzht ke

For memory, dwelllng on each proud sweli-
ing

Of thy belfry knel

Made ths

far more gramd on

£ {is bold notes froe,
its of Shandon

Sound

The pleasant waters of the er

I have heard the bells tolling “O14 Adeh
maie” In

Their thunder rolling from the Vatl
With eymbale gloric ewinging

In the gargeous is of Notre T
But thy sounds were sweeter thin the ditne
of Poter

Flings o'er the Tiber, peallng solemnly.
Oh, the bells of Shandon
Sound far more grand on

The pleasant waters of the Hiver Lee,

Thera's a bell in Maoscow
nnd kiosako
In §t. SBophla the Turkmnan gets,
Andd load in &ir calls men to praver,

while on tower

From the tapering summit ¢f tall mina-
Tels,

Such empty phantom 1 freely grant them
But there's an anthem more dear to ma:
It's the belln of Shandon,

That sound so g

The pleasant witers of th

—Francls Maboney (Father

Frout).

Where Are the Friends of My
Youth?
Whera are the friends of my vouth,

Hay, where are those cherish'd ons=s Eone?
And why have they dropp'd with the leaf,

Ah, why have ¥ left ma to moumn?
Thedr volces still sound In mine « ar,

Thedr features | see in my dreams;
And the world Is & wilderness drear

As & wide-sproading dewert It seems,

CHORUS.

| A, where are the friends of my youth,

Ah, where are the cherlsh'd ones gone?
And why have they dropp'd as the Jeaf,
Ah, why have they left me to mourn?

Say, can I sver agaln,
Such tles can I ever renew,
Or feel thome warm pulses agiln
Which beat for the dear ones | knew?
The world as & winter ks cold,
Each charm seema to vanlsh awiy;:

My heart ts now bllghted and o,
1t shares In wil nuture's decas
Bonny Eloise,

THE BELLE OF THB MOHAWEK VALE.
Oh, sweet Is the vale where the Mohawk

gently glides
Om Its clear winding way to the sea,
And dearer all
carth besides
Is this bright rolling thver 1o me
But sweeter, dearer, yes, dearer far than
thess,

than Motk streams on

Who charms whers others nll fail,
Is blue-eyed, bonny, bonny Elolye,
The belle of the Mohawk vale

CHOEUS,
Butl swesler, denrer,

thess,

Yes, dearer far than
Who charms where athers sll fafl,
I* Blueeyed, bonny, buney Elolse,

The bello of the Mobhawik wvals,

Ch, swest are the scenes of my boyhood's
sunny years,
That bespangle the gay valley o'er,
And dear are thoe fricnds seen through
memory's fond tears,

That bave lived in the bhlest dayms of
yore,
Butl sweeler, dearer, yes, dearer for than

thise,
Who charms where others il fail,
Is biue-eyed, bonny, bonny Elolse,
The belle of the Mohawk wale

Oh, sweet are the moments when dreaming
1 roam
Through my
and gray,

And dearer than all Is my childbood
low'd home,

That 18 crumbling now slowly awny:

But sweeter., dearer, yes, dearer fur than
these,

Who charms where others nll fall,

Is blue-eyed, bonny, bonny Eloise,

The belle of the Mobawk wvale,

loved haunts, now mossy

‘s hal-

When the Roses Come Aesain
'Neath the shadows down the m
Dead leaven lie on every side

By the river flowers shiver,
Fading dying In thelr pride

Bome one's straying, long delavi
Sad the parting down the lsne

“1 must leave you," some one's saying,
" "Till the roses come agaln.'

CHORUS.
When the roses come again,
When the roses come aguin,
I will meet you, I wiill greot you,
Whan the roses come agaln,

1o,

As I wander 1 will ponder
On a happy by and by,
Of u summer over yonder,
Fraught with joy to you and I;
Do not borrow grief or sorrow
In the hours that yot remain,
Wa shall know a glad to-morrow,
When the roses come agaln,

Sunshine over erimson clover
Blossoms on the meadows wide,
Bummer's fAngers sweetly linger,
Everywhere on every side; 5
Bome ong's roaming In the gioaning,
Happy fiearis that feel no pain;

Al the dness {rned to g
v Toses come asala,

T

{ of Cowpens and

_’

FAMOUS SPEECHES.

The Battle of the Cowpens.

ON January 17, 1781, vecurred the batile of |

the Cowpens hetween a handful of Amer-
leuns, commanded by Colone]l Morgan, ard
a much larger number of Hritish, com-
manded Ly Colopel Tarleton. The hattles
King'= Mountaln ware

| marked events in the history of the cam=

| el

palge that decided the Revolutlon. The
Southern camiaige has been somewhat

in many «of the histarles of the
1 or Indepondence, but it was decl
wive. The campaign that led up to the sur
r er it Yarktown s thrilling aod a8
herole as any I the apnals of American

"

It his history of the U'nlted Siates, Ban-
thats of the name by
of January

gives thia explar
af the battle

which the loculity

11 was known, He says that in South
0 m, where the prass Is springlag
o winter., cattle In

through evry month

thoss days grazed all the year round; nover
housed, for feid by the hand of man, but
Iriven from time to tima into coWDens
whire the owners gove =alt to tho herd
nrid each tnaried thoss which were hik

own

Two miles from such an inclosure, on &
wide plain covered with primeval ploes and
chestnut and oak, about sixteen miles from
Spartanburg, ssven miles from the Chero-
kes Ford on ths Broad River, and a littie
less than five miles from the line of North
Cerolinge, Morgun encamped his party for
ths night. During the mnight Pickens re-
turned from s abort absence with more
than a hundred militla, and another party
of fifty camo in. The mument wWas come
when it wis safest to fight

On the 17th, #t an hour brfore daylicht,
Morgun, through his excellent system of
op'en, knew that Tarlelon's troops wWers L)
proaching Wls eamp. His own men, numbset-
ing 8 cavalry and 237 iafantry of ths troops
of the Tnited Staten and 53 militia from
the States of Virginia, North Carolina,
South Caroling and Georgia, 50 in all, Jet-
1y breakfasted and prepared for battle Tha
ground chosen wis an open wood betwesn
the springs of twa litle rivuolets, with &
riight ridge extending from one of them to
the other. The wool was free from under-
growth; no thicket offerad covert. No SWAID
& refugs from cavalry.

Tarteton had l=en sent by Cornwallis to
Morgau's retreat. The British
commander was impatient because of the
American's sugcess. He wrote to Tarleton:

“If Morgan Is anywhere within jyour
reack 1 shall wish you to push him to the

No time 1s to be Jo=t™
ton answered by promising either to
roy Morgan's corps or push It before
him over Broad River toward King's Moun-
taln, and ho wiahesd the main army to ad-
vanes, %0 an to bhe ready to capture the

intervcept

wiey vt

fupitives. *T feel bold In offering my opin-
fon." ba wrote, *as it flows from well-
feunded Inquiry concerning the enemy's da=-

slrra To this Cornwallls replied: “You
keve understond my Intentions perfactly.”™
o It was that Morgan had resclved to
make n stand at the Cowpens and had
drawn up his men to the best afdvantage,
with sharpshooters in the bewt positions.
TariMon's troops, numbering & Htile mors
than 1.1 having two fleld pleces and a
great advantage In bayoneis and cavalry,
after A& march of twelve miles, came in
sight at R o'elock. and drew up 15 single
hattle Tha leglon Infaniry formed
theilr center. with the Seventh Regiment
on the right, the Seventy-first on the Joft
and two Hght eompanies of a hundrsd men

Hne

esach on the fianks. The artillery moved
in front. Tarleton, with 230 cavalry, was in
the rear. No sooner were they formed than
thelr whola line rushed forward with the
Ereatest Impatucsity and with shouts.
They were recslved by & heavy and well-
directed fire, first from the American akir-

mishers and then from the whale of
Pickene's command; but thelr superiority
of numbers enatled them to galn the

flanka of the Americans, who were thus
obligvd to changes thelr position. They
drew back In gond order about fifty paces,
formed, advanced on the enemy and gave
them a volley whick threw them into Jdls-
order, Tha Virkinia riftemen, who had
kept  thelr placea, Insiinetively formed
themselves on the sides of the Britlsh, so
that they who, two or three minutes be-
fore, had threatened to turn the Amerleans
found themseives, as ft were, within n palr
of pinrers, exposed ta the converging ab-
lique fire of two companies of sharpshoot-
ers on each flank and a direct fire In front
Licutenant Colone! Howard parceived the
wavering of the Britlsh and gave ordera
for the line to rharge with bayoneta, which
wan done with such address that the enemy
fled with the utmost precipitation, leaving
thelr flald pleces behind them. The Amer-
tcans followed up thelr advances so offec-
tually that the British had no opportunity
of rallying, Tdeutenant Colome]l Willinm
Washington, having bern  Informed that
Tariton was cutting down the riflemen on
the left, pushed forward and charged his
party with such firmness that they broke
thelr ranks and fled, while Tarleton made
no attempt 1o recovar the day. They were
completoly pouted and wers pursned twen-
ty-four miles by the eavalry

Of the Amerlcans, only twelve were killed
and sixty wounded Of the ensmy, ten
commissionsd officera were killed and
more than a hundred rank and file: 20
were wounded; twenty-nine commissioned
officers and more than @0 privates were
tnken prisoners, besides seventy negroea
Two standards. upward of & hundred dra-
goon horses, thirty-filve wagons, & mus-
kets and two fleld pleces that had been
taken from the British at SBarmtoga and
retaken at Camdon, fell into the hands of
the victors. The Immense bagenge of Tarle-
leton’s army party, which had besn Joft In
the rear, was destroyed by the British
thnmaelvea,

“Our success™ wrole the victor in his
modest report, “must he attributed to the
Justics of pur caus® and the gallantry of
our troops. My wishes would {nduce me to
name every sentinel in the corps"™

Morgan was as prudent as he was daring,
and be retired rapldly with his men amd
antl was sson beyond the Yad-
kin on the way to Virginia. He bad no
urmy with whivh toe stand agninet Corne
wallis’s thousands

The fame of the victory of Cowpens
pread In every direction. Comwallls was
cast dowrn, and Tarletan humiliated, while
the Americang rejojeed,

It 15 sald that Tarleton was siightiy
wounded in- the vigorous atiack made on
him aund his reserves by Colonsl Washing-
ton, It is of this baltie that the story Is
told of Tarleton's ridicule of Colonel Wash-
Ington to an'Ametican lady, the wife of
Colonel Allen Jones of North Carolina,

Tarleton remarked that he belleved that
Colonel Washington was so ignorant & man
that he could not even write his name.
As prople who could not write In those days
were In the habit of making & mark for
their signatures, the lady archly sald to
Tarleton, pointing to his wound:

“Ah, Colonel, you bear evidence that be
can at leust make his mark!”

When Tarleton later added that he bad
never seen Colonel Washington, the same

pri=tngrs

lady sivly sald:
“Hud you looked behind you at Cowpens,

you might have had that pleasure”

Liberty and Union.

Closing Sentence of the Reply to Hayne
WHEN my eyes shall turn to behold, for
the last time, the sun in heaven, may [ not
see him shining on the broken and dishon-
ored fragments of a once glorfous Union;
on Stutes dissevered, discordant, belligerent:
on a lapd rept with civil feuds, or drenched,
it may be, in fraternal blood! Let thelr last
feeble and lingering glance rather behbold

NDAY.

| the gorgeous ensien of the Kepublic, now
[ ¥nown aml hopored, throughost the earih,
| otlil full high advanced, Ms narms and
trophies streaming In their original luster,
not a stripe erased or polioted, nor a single
| star olacured, beurtng for Its motto no such
| miseratie interrogatlory 85 “What s all
this worth™ por thoss sther words of de-
lusion und folly, *Liberty first, and union
| afterwards,” but everywhere, =pread
over In charasters of living MHght, blazing
on all i's amples folds, as they float over the
A ADd over the land, apd in every wind
under the whele heavens That othier sentl-
| ment, denr to every true American hoart—
Liberty and I'nlen, pow and {orever, ona
nnd indeparaldal PANTEL WEBSTER,
| g siriesmal

| | QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS. 1

MRS, T. T. TAYLOR., Noble, ITl—Ths porm
for which wi vThe Highluond Chilesf"

1 sl

is too long for fpsertion here.

W. C Barnes, Millwrry Grove, TIL-—The
pormn “Paza Under the Rod™ apprared on
this pawe severa] weeks 20

Willlam  Jowell, Coffeyville, Kav—The
poem. The tvouae of the Dead 1y

O'Hara, apprured In these columns not long
ago.

N. M. €, Nao. 1538 Olive Strest, Bt Louls—
The poem “Btonewnll Jackson's Way" was
published in The Republio & faw months
ago, and, therefore, cannot be repeated. If
you care for It you can find It In some col-
lection of Bouthern war poems, at sliher
of the lbraries hers, the Public Litrary
or the Mercantile, or in the book, “Hoyal
Gallery of Pootry and Art” page 547

C. 0. Coghlll. No. 1221 East Oak Street,
Port Seott. Kas-—The poem for which you
ok, "Chums We Wera Always In This
Waorld of 8'rife,” Joig not come under the
Eead of famous or popalar poems

Constant Peader, 1Mttle Rock, Ark
many requests for poems are recelvsd at
this office that it has been found convenlfent
not to publish them unless name and ad-
dress aro givem, This i= especially true of a
oage ke yours, whers & poem that s little
known Is requested If vou had given your
Rame and wldress, The Repubile would nsk
sume Interested pesuler to b gosd enoueh
to mafl to you a onpy of the posin

~-8a

To the FAltor of The Republic

Johin Poland can find “Scerates Snonks™
dn No. 2 of Garrett's “One Hundred Choles
Selections.™

Mrs. Emma Adams enn find “The Par-
trait” in No. 11 of the same srries, of Ly

applying at the PuMle Library for the
poems of Owen Meredith, The pocm in
elghty-elght lines Jong Al PRICE.
Et. Loula

To the Edttor of The Repubiio,

If tha person who wanted “Little Wilite™
In your Sunday paper and only slgned “E.
D will s2nd his full name nnd sddress 1w
me 1 will gladiy send the posm to hilm

WAL RAWEON.
ML, Care Plaza Hotel

To the Edltor of The IZ-:-;:;-.'I-IL"

If Mra, M. ¢, St. Louls, will send her nd-
dress I cun furnish her with “Lorens” and
“Paul Vane." alao the history of same, as
they were written on facts

JRS. G, B TESSON,

Old Orohard, §t. Louls County,

To the Filftor of The It-putite

I have the vong entitled “Littls Willis,”

it IUx too long for publieation. 1If the ona
requesting 1t will send his or her address I
will gladly mall 1t ta him

Elater, Mo MRE. JENNIE HOLT.

To the Editor of The Republio,

The poem, “The High Tide™ by
Ingelow, in which these lines occur—
For swester women ne’er drew breath

Than my sotine's wife, Flizabeth.
I conslder too long for publieation In
your poem column, a8 it Is composed of
twenty-two =stanzas of seven lines eash,
Fuint Pleasant, Mo. JACK CARVEL

Dalsy, Bt. Louis: The poem which
QU
Then, swsy to the war, to the war 1 et =o,
To fight for my country and you, drar,
was published In these columns not Jong
ago,

Maud J. Rohrig, Winchester, 11.: The
poem, “Who'll Voluntser™ published soon
after Hobson sunk the Merrimae, Is bardly
& famous poem,

Las Vegas, N

Jean

you

Bamuel D, Lawther, 25 D Menil Buflding,
Bt Foulr: The posm, “The Moneyiess
Man," was publisiied in these columns not
leng ago. Perhaps some Republic reader
will be good enough to mall a copy of it to
you,

J. F. Angle. Lannvilie, TI.: Perhaps some
reader of The Hepublie will send to you the
words of “Henry Did" and “Down Weat
MoGinty. ™

John J. Colhem, Weilsville, Mo.: The
poem, “The Printer’s Poy.” Is too long to
be used on thils puge. Perhaps some Re-
public reader will mall It 1o suu

G, H. Davenport., Oklnhoma City., Ok
Many poems were writien on the "Death
of Garfleld,” and It would be Jdifcuit 1o
locate the partioular one which you
refer,

Lap

A Young Wife, Suburbs: You ask whers
you should seat the guest of honor at yeur
dinner,

Arrange for him to =it at the hostess's
right hand. She should take her accus-
tomed piace at the head of her table.

J. P.: Certainly it is correct for & young
miun to have an autograph album if he
cares for It, and he may ask any friend,
man or woman, 1o write & aentiment there-
in.

&
-

i
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THE Republlc wishes to thank the follow-
ing persoms for responars 1o requests for
porms published In these columns: Hese la
Hamilton, Granby., Mo, “"Katle's Secret™;
A A. D, Marion, 1L, “Katie's Secret™;
Mrx. Kate Etter, Waverly, TL, “Katie's Ree
eret’”; *The PPride of Dattery B from Mrs.
W. I'. Johnstone, 5t Louis; M. Price, 8t
Louis, “Dreamy Eves That Haunt Me gtl1*
and “Go Feel What I Have Felt™; DMies
Dora Humes, Vonore, Tenn, "The Whise-
tilng Regiment”; Roger B Whitman, New
York City, “1 Have left My Snowclad
Hills" and “Little Willie”; Mra. G. B, Tes-
son, “The Night Defore Christmas™; Mrs
W. C. McMichael, Arkadeiphia, Ark., “Bells
Brandon,” “Good-by” and *Boul Sculp-
ture™; Mra Charles L. O'Haven, Sedalla,
Mo, “Btrangers Yet” and “Katle's Secret™;
David R. Compton, Morrisonville, Il
“The Haunted Palnce” and "The Girl 1
Loved in Sunny Tinnessec”; Miss
Merlin  Dmvenport, Breckinridge, Tex,
“Just as the Sun Went Down"; Jack Car-
vel, Point Pleasant, Mo, "Pride of Battery
B" and “The Girl 1 Loved In Sunny Ten-
newmee™ : Mrs. Jennle Holt, Slater, Mo, “Ka-
tie's Becret”; Captaln Joseph Boyce, St
Louls, “Where Are the Friends of My
Youth?™ and “Bonny Elolse, the Helle of
the Mohawk Vale”; Alice B. Goodwin,
Charleton, Mo,, “When the Roses Come
Again'; Mrs, W. R. Bankes, Lamar, Mo,
“Where Are the Friends of My Youth?
Margaret Birdie Kilipeck, St. Louls, "Good
By"; Mary Louiss Wiiltams, Calro, I,
Bonnle

ANSWERS RECEIVED.

L 1 J

Elolse™; Mre. M. V. Foster, Ash-
*“*The Drunkard's Daughter” and
Lawrence,

M Brookman, New Frankiln, AMo., “Oid
n-mqw-;mr.:. Batsell, Parts,
Joe."

ull |

*
r REQUESTS FOR POEMS. |

THE REPURLIC i xiad to oblige its
readers by publishing famous poems and
favorite old songs asked for Ly them. Re-
quests for poems which canpot e fourn)
canvonfent!y ure publishisd on this puge. An
opportunity Is thns given tu thosa who may
heve the poem or poems to comply with
J these requasts by forwaniing the verses to

The Republle Fameun Poem Depariment
S0 many poems are asked for that it e
o ptblish the longest ones. A
n verses with four lines o &
ling. The reader will olmerew
wne or two long porms aro used

| tmpue
| pe
| s

1

#ibls
of s

rer In ot

m
t only
It tu sugceatad that ail wha make requesty
for |

Il

enis stgn the!r full names and give

If the reqder whe has the paem

Askrd for wisthes to respond to the request,
nirl the poem ts too long for une in The Re-
public, ¢ vuld, If he desired, mall the
Artlcla direet to the persan muaking the re-

| Quest Roguents for poems and responises to

| the smme should always be wrilten on one
Ede of the gmper,

the Edltor of The Rey .;-}-:-.-,
I wivh u would pubitvh the song, *The
| Heavenly Train' The charus runs like this:

Wa are traveiing home, we are traveling bome;
Wa are tavaling Bome te hesven abuve,

e are traveling horce to heaven above

To sing & Baviors dying love

Owengville, Ind, SE .

POTHOOD RECOLLECTIONS,
I was fust 15 when I Gret €11 In favay
Ard 1 seritbled & deal of rhyme:
I taliked to miyseif in a shady grove,
And thonght I was gulte sublime
I wus torn froam my love. *twas & dreadful blow,
And the ludy, she wiped her e,
Dt 1 818 not Qe of grief—oh, dear me, no:
“Tima encugh for thet" satd I.

Ny rest was a lady who loved romancs,
~te*wrote many splendid things:
Ea answeied with o smeer when I asked her to
danrs
“T ride upom & horse with wings™;
Tlere was Ink en Ber thumh when [ Nised ber
hand,
Ana she whispersd, “if you should die
Il write you an epitaph gloomy and grand ™
"There will be thne enough for that.” sald L

I MMt them and sported my fgure and face
At ogers, party and hall:

I saw pretty faces In every place,
Hut foun? a defect In all

The first 304 Bot s2it and [ conld not tell how,
And the servnd I eoold pot 1ell whey;

And the third--"Oh dear, 1'l} not marry yet,
Thers Is time enough for that,™ eaid I

1 looked In the gines and T thought I could trace
A st of & wrinkls or two

But I mate up my mind that I'4 4o up my face
And come out Bs Food as new-

To my halr | fmparted a Nitle mors Jet,
And scares could suppress a migh:

I ean't be qulle on old backelor yet,
" 'Tis time encugh for that,” sald L

Aliee and Phoebe Cary.

PERHAPS no two women poets of Amer-
fea have been better loved than Adce and
i]l‘!'.-ﬂ-- Cary Twoe poems, “Ploures of
:.‘..l’l-.-r.\-.-"' by Allce Coary, and “Nearer
{ Home™ by her pleter Phoebs, gre among
| the bes-known of their verses. Alice was
'ln‘-ﬂ'l fn the AMiam! Valley, «ight miles from
Cinclnnati, O, Aprll X, 153 Fhiwles wWis

houme S:iptember 4 15224

born In the same
Allra « I at New York February 12, 1871,
and Phosbe ived but a few months longer,
Aying at Newgport July 5. IS

The sisters came of New England an-
eretry. Thelr parents werg gentiefolk In
the trie sonca of the word: dellcate mind-
o] and righ ronducted, Death inviaded the
family eircie and toock a dear lttls sister
and their beautiful older sieter, BEhoda
Thelr mother died In 185, and two years
leter Flobert Cary married apgn The Ll-
ographer of the slaters remarks upon the
lask of sympathy feit by thelr stepmaother
for the ambitions of Allce and Phoebe. Ada
Carnaban, a nlece, wrote of thelr experi-
ence at this time:

“Allcs kept buslly at work during the
day, prosecuting her studles at night. is
was & frultful source of diseenaion between
herself and stepmother, who could not he-
Hove that burning candles for this purposs
wea elther pruper or profitable; that read-
Ing books was better than darping socks
or writing porms belier than making bread,
Bui the country girls, uncultured in mind
and rustlc in manners, not needing to be
teld the immenss distunce which separated
them from the world of letters they lonTed
to enter, woulll not be discuragesd. If they
must damm and bake, they would also
study and write, and at last publish 1f
candles were derled them, a saucer of lard
and & bit of rax for wick could, and did,
perva Instend, and so, for len long years
they studied and wrote and publiabed with-
out pecuniary recompense; often discour-
aged and despondent, yet never despalring:
lonely and grown overssnsitive, prons o
think themeelves neglected and slighted,
and yet hugging their solitude In uncon-
sclous superiority.”

Their poems wers published here and
thers in church journals, newspapers, snd
sometimes in the Ladles” Repository and
Graham's Magazine. Thelr work sttracted
the attention of Rufus W. Griswoid of
Grabam's Magazine, and in 189, fnding
himself th thelr neighborhood, Horace
Greeley pald & visit to thelr home In the
same year a modest little book, “FPoems of
Allce knd Phoebe Cary,” was published,

The year 1550 saw the two slslers cn &

"

I do not know the first four lines of the
In=t verse, but the last lfnes go: |
I am & to-day. not & very young ran,

I'ut 8 bachalor doomed to dAle
So. ywuth, te adviesd and marry when |

Tou hase no time 1o lose, say L {
To the Editor of The Repubilc ’

I s2nd you the abovs song. 1 hope It may
not be too jong for you. "Ts a sang that
my sweetheart sang 10 me In the long agn
I was torn from my love, “twas & dreadfal
blow, but 1 don't know whether the lady
wiped hier eye or not. 1 know that T wiped
mine, but I did net dle of grief, oh &-ar me,
no. P'm here yet. Bome of your readers may
be able to supply the four missing lines. I
have never seen the song in print, mor
hava 1 heard It sung In the last fifty years

BEN DOUGLASS,

Huntaviile, Mo.

To the Fliter of The Regublle

Wil some reader of The Republie plasas
arnd to me the words to the mong entitlald
“Ragtme Cal™ NORVELL HOLT.

Slater, Mo.

To the Elitor af The Hepuhlic,

I am extremely anxious to find the poem
entitled, “Wid Zinquerella” (perhags I do
not =pell 1t correctiy). It Is the story of a
Evpsy flower girl who set a pet lion upon
her false lover and was herself attached
by the brute. She flung herself inte the
water In seeking to escapa Injury, just ss
the lion was killed by a huntsman. [ giie
this brief synopsis to let you know to which
piem I refer. T thank you for the benefit
drrived from your posm department

J. ECLLAN RULIACK

Charleston, W. Va

To the Editer of The Rerulille
PP. B—Will you pleise aak some one to
send to me the poem by Cy Warmin snil-
thedl 1 think, Wil the Tdghts Be White*?
nnd oblige an Interested peader of your
fine paper, BERT THOMAS.
la Mata, N. M.

{t LITTLE CLASSICS.
-

Pors @

IN all fll-matched marringes the fauit |s |
less the woman's than the man's, na the
cholce depended on her the least. — Mme,
Rieux,

e

Thers will nlways remain something 1o
be sald of woman ns Jong as there is gne
on the earth.—De Bouflers.

Woman's happiness ls In obeying. She
objects to men who abdicate too much. —
Michelet.

1 will not aMrm that women have no
charactar; rather, they have & new one
every day.—Helne.

A waoman Is llke your shadow; follow her,
she flies; fiy from her, abe follows.—Prov-
erh,

That man is not to be considersd among
the great who depends upon the errors of
the foolish multitude —Cleero.

Disgust concealed s ofttimes proof of
wisdom, when the fault is obstinate, and
the cure beyond our reach.—Cowper.

Love can make us friends as well as an-
geiv —Kingsley.

The suspected and the man really sullty
sesm to differ only slightly. —Ausonius,

Oh! Wa are poor quertlous creafures!
Littln les= than all things can make us
happy. and lttle more than nothing can
maks us unbappy.—Coleridge.

For a long time past, we have lost the
t:rue appellation for acts —Sailust

The thunderbolt ’;‘:n_l.l; on an inch of
ground, but the light of It Nils the horizon,
—Emerson.

Prudence is the knowledge of things to be
sought and to be avoided.—Cicero,

There Is no cause for gloying In being
upright, when no one has the power, or Is
trying o corrupt you.—Cleero,

Nature I= upheld by antagonism. Pas-
slons, resistance, danger, are educators, We
acquire the strength we have overcome—
Emurson.

Hooks mre not alwolutely dead things,
but do conlain a potency of life in them to
be as actlve as that sou! whose progeny
they are—Mlilton,

Great wits are sure to madness near allled,
And thin partitions do thelr bounds divide,
=DUryden,

And If the Wine you drink, the Lip yuu press,

End in what All begins and ends in—-Yen:

Think then ygu are TO-DAY what YESTER-

DAY

were—TO-MORROW you shall ba pot less
Drink

fourney, the first Important one of thelr
liven. They went East, to New York and

[ Boston, and to Amesbury, to ses Whittler.

The Yuiker poet has commemorated this
visit in & poem, “The Singer,” which be-
gius:

Tears siors (bt names to mae befure),
Two ssters sought at eve my dour,

Two sng Uirds wandedng [ron their nest,
A gray oM fumbouse In ihe Wensl

Tim!4 and young, the eider had

Even then s smile tug sweelly md;
The crown of paln that all must wear
Teo early pressed her midnight Ralr

It was in this year that Alice Cary went
to New York to seck her fortune. She
was a little sad, very ambitious and pos-
wessed of very little money. Mrs., Ames,
blogmpher of the slsters, writes:

“Had Allce married the man whom she
then loved she would have never come to
New York at all to coln the rare gifts of
her bra'n and soul into money for shelter
and bread. Business Interests had brought
inta her Western neighborhood a1 man at
that time moch her superior in years, cul-
ture and fortune Naturally he sought ths
society of a young.lovely woman, $0 su-
perior to her surroundings. To Allce he
wne the man of men, Allce Cary loved
this man, and In the profoundest sense she
never loved another. A proud and pros-
perous family brought all their pride and
power 10 bear on a son, 1 prevént his
marrying & girl to them uneducated, rustle
and poor. ‘1 walted for one who never
eame back,” she sald “Yet [ belleved he
would come till 1 read In a paper his mar-
riage to another. an you think what life
would be—loving one, waiting for one who
wouhl never cume?™ =

“He {id come at last. Fii= wife had died
Alies was dying. The gray-haired man sat
donn teside the gray-halred woman, Life
ha: dealt prosperousty with him. Buffer-
ing had taken all from her save the luster
of her wondrous eyes, From her wan and
wneted face they shone upon him full of
tenderness and youth, Thus they met with
Ife beblilnd  them—they who had parted
plighted lovers when lifs wa= young. He
whom she forgave for her
blighted and weary life, with a emile of
parting ws divine as ever lit the face of

wi= the man

WA n

In the spring 1€ Phorhbe and a
younger sigter jolnvd Allce nt New York.
anid sucecess came 1o them, Horace Greelsy

af

wns thelr friend, and their names were
known smong the literary. They soon had
la wil circle of friemdds. and for vears

was n gathering of the best and
brightest of the Siiy's workers and think-
ers at thelr home In Twentieth street,
which Alice had bousht. They were pros-
perous, these two bLrave women,

“Years ago,” writes Mm Ames, *in an
old academy in Massachusetts, its procept-
or gava o & young girl & pom to lenrn for
2 Wednesday exercise. It was Allce Ca-
r's “‘Pletures of Memory." After the mirl
had recited the poem to her teacher he told
her that Edgar Allan Poe had sald that in
rhythm it was oma of the most perfect
Iyries in the English language. He told
to her the story of the two sisters, and It
was ns & romance to her.

in 1557 the school girl, then a woman,
was in & New York drawing-room whers
wore gathered many distingulshed folk,
and In some of them she was disappolnted.
but not In Allee Cary. Her eyes were soft
and sad, and Justrous browm They lit a
fine, colorliss face, Her Jpess was of pale
gray satln, trimmed with folds of Taby
velvet: a dresa like herseif and her lfe—
soft and sad in the background, bordered
with brightneas, From that evening began
a friendship between the two women which
lasted for Mfe.

Here 18 Allce Cary's “Flctures of Mem-
Ty o imone the beautifil plctores

That hang on Memory's wall,
Is coe of & dim old forest,
That seemed best of all;
Nt for its gnaried caks clden,
Dark with the mistleios;
Mot Luor the viclets gpulden
That syrinkle the vale below;
Not for the milk-white [ties
That lesn from the fragrant Jedge.
Coquetting all day with the sunheama,
And stealing their pglden edge.
Not fer the vines of the uplanl
Where 1he hright red Devrics rest,
Xor the pinks nor thé oale swe't cowallp,
It seemstls to ma the best
1 ooce had a lNitle Brother,
With eyes that weee dark anj deep;
in the lap of that old dim Torest
He lieth in peace asieep;
Light as the down of the thistle,
Fres as the winds that blow,
Wa roved there the beautiful sumeeers,
The stmmary of long ago;
But his feet on the hills grevw weary,
And one of the autumn eves,
littl: beothes

Lherw

TLat bang on Mamory's wall,
Thn ans of the Alm clid fnrest
Heemath the best of all
Angiher much-loved posm, written hy
Allcs Cary, s “An Order For a Pleture™:
Ch, pood painter, tell me true.
Has your band the cusning to dmw
Ehapes of thingw 1hat v never gaw?
AyeT Well, hete i» an order for you

Weads and cornfields, a Ittle brown—

The plctore must not be overbright —

Yot all the golden and gracious lght
Of a cloud, when the summer mis (s down
- - - - .

Listen clossr. When yiu bave done
With wocde and corpfislds and sTuzing herdy,
. 1ha lovellest aver the sua

E

That all the rest may be thrown away,
- - . - - - L]

the wittlest woman in America She had a
warm. bright nature, and the tle between
tha two elsters was especially tender. They
were totally differsnt {n manner and ap-
pearance and temperament. Mre, Ames teilp
that Phosbe refused all offers of marriage,
but that she hesitated once. It wns after
they had gone to New York and were wall
establishied there, She was stronger than
Allee, and cared for her weaker sister. It
was because of Allce that she pefused to
marry the man she loved She could mot
leave her giater, she mld. ,

One of her friends told this .‘tery af her:
Gne evening, at a littie party, the fun rose
fo & great helght, and one quiet person
:r.]t; suddenly attacked by a gay lad whe

”“‘h;,dw't you laugh? You sit there like

“There! she called you a nost: why don't
you rall at her™ excialmed Phoebe,

Thelr friend, Mr. P. T. Barnum, men-
tioned to her that the skeleton man and
the fat woman, then on exhibition in the
dt);, wera married,

"I suppese they loved throug
thin,"” saja Phu?hc. e S

“Om one occaslon, when Phosbs was at
the museum, looking about at the curiosi-
ties” sald Mr Barnum, *“I preceded her,
mdhmmdm;mﬂ.ofﬂm
She intently watching a blg anaconda, in s
case at the top of the stalrs, walked off

In time to eatch her lnmrmuul-vf
ber from a severe brulsing.

“T am more lucky than the first woman
was, whao fell through the Influence of tha
-m-- ' sald Phoebe, as she recovered ber-
Being one day at Wood's Mussum, she
asked Mr. Barnum to show to her ths “In-
fernal Reglons.” advertised to be represent-
o] there, On Inquiring, he found that they
were out of order, and said:

“The Infernal Reglons have vanished, but
never mind, you will eee them In time™

“No, In eternity,” was the lightaingiike
reply.

Ur one oceasion a certaln well-known act-
or, then recently deceased, and more con-
spicuous for his professional skill than
for his private virtues, was discussed. "“TWe
shall never,” remarked some cone, “see —

agaln.*™
Fhoebe, "not unless we

“.\'0,”
go to the pie."

She was once asked If sha had ever been
disappointed in her affections. She sald:

“No, but & great many of my married
triends have.”

Equally charscterbtic was her answer to
the erratic officer of the Civil War, whe
invited her to driva with him and im-
proved the opportunity it gave by asking
her to marry him. She requestsd a short

or never.”

“Never!™ wans the quick response.

It was of Allce Cary that the Reverend
Doctor Charles F. Deems of the Church of
the Strangers, New York, sald In his ad-
drese delivered at her funeral:

“To-day 1| can only make my lument
over her as you do, in the simplicity of af-
fectlon. Men loved Allce Cary and women

loved her. When a man loves a woman, It
Is of nature; when & woman loves a wom-
en, it s of groce. It Is ome of the fnest
things that can be sald of Alice Cary that
she had such troops of friends of her own
sex.”

Befure Allce died, Phoebs sald: "t
sems to me that 4 ocord stretches from

Alice’s heart to mins; nothing can hurt her
that does not hurt me.™
It seemed to Phoebe's friends that all de-
sire to Uve left her when Alice died She
followed her sister In & few months,
The most widely known of all ber poems
“Nearer Home™
Oma sweetly solemn theaght
Corms to me o'er and o'ery
1 am nearer home to-day
Than 1 ever have been bafereg

Nearer my Futher's bousa,
Where the many mansions bes

Nearor the great whils throoa,
Nearer the crystal sem:

Nearer the bound of life,
Whers we lay our hariens Sown:
!\':?m hmr!;:.g :h:um

is

id

That her feet are firmly set
Om the rock of & lving fafth!

ONE NEW YEAR'S
From Phillips Brooks's “Letters of
JERUSALEM, Jan. 1, 18881
you all a happy New Year. It
way off, but I am sure you all know
am dolng it, and 1 can almost
wishing it back to me. May it be s
yenr to all of us Before it is
grant wa may be together agaln
mors days In Jerusalem! I bave
to ses the old cave tombs, which
about the ~ity, the tombe of the Judges
thoss of the Kings. * * ¢ In the after
noon, a lovely bright sunny day, [ walked
out to Bethany and back; over the sammit
of Mount Olivet, the way that David went
when ke fled from Absalom, back around
the southern ridge of ths hill where Christ
eame In on hls triumphant entry. It was&
delightful walk. ®* * * Tell mother 1 put
In this letter for her the head of a reed
which was “shaken by the wind” on the
brink of the Jordan and two flowers which
I picked In Gethsemane.

WHO WAS WASHINGTON?
From the Chicage Record
AT nn-otthopub&c-:hogamw
o of G#o ashington was
:.\u.:‘l‘. ;W&“&n of ::: infant class last
wreek. o the morning of Its appearance

THIRIE
tii?iiiilt"

picture represented,
“Washington,” responded several
“Who was WashingtonT"

In Rer tima Phoeha Cary was mm\

(not noticing them), and foll. T was just”

tha teacher called attention to the gift and
asked the chiliren If they knew whom the

A little band was lifted from one of the
front desks. and the teacher asked pleas-

-
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